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would come. His father and his son. He must
ask them both to forgive him; until he had done
that there was no peace for him.

At last the door opened; someone came in,
carrying something. Sarah woke and came to
the bedside. His eye*; besought her* He raised
his hand* His agony of mind was terrible, for he
could not reach her. How strange that he could
not reach her! After all these years together,
their love, their intercourse, their friendship. She
was the mother of his children, and he could not
reach her, Strange low muttering* came from
his mouth. His eyes implored her, begged of her*

The light, grey, webbed* hung like a film about
the room* and in this film she moved* At length
she bent down to kiss hint* and as she did $o>
his eyes were so near to hers that she must have
seen the agony in them. He made sounds that
seemed to him explicit prayers, but she could
understand nothing*

It was three hours later that the surgeon under-
stood sufficiently to send for a paper- Then
David wrote in a largo sprawling hand the word
* Francis/ Francis came. They were alone in
the room together, and David spoke the first word
since his illness. * Forgive/ His voice was
strange, cracked, with a slur in it, but Francis
understood and knelt beside the bed, David,
with his trembling right hand, stroked his hair.

After that he could not bear to have Francis out
of the room, so that the two of them, Francis and
Sarah, were there together. But Sarah would not
speak to her son nor look at him if she couid help